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And seek not for the tales conclusion.
A lusty tale kan yeve us much more pleasour
Than idyl talk concerning freedoms measour.
Sire Doctour, entertain us for a tyme
With humour goode in prose or els in ryme."
Saturday Afternoon
Louise Grigsby
I.:
"yEA H, I HADA woman once." The stooped man in overalls
ran a roughened forefinger over his chin stubble, remem-
bering.
"He, he, he," cackled Pop, his hairy Adam's apple wobbling aim-
lessly in his withered throat. "A woman, he says. Better say
wome. . . ."
"Shut up, ya 01' windbag." Jack reproved the old man absently.
"I was sayin'-she was soft as dandyline fluff-little bit of a thing.
Sorta goldy hair, 'n eyes. . . ." Jake snuffed audibly, then pulled
a greasy unhemmed rag from his right hip pocket and blew his nose
vigorously, "Eyes green as-as new lettuce. Ellie, her name was."
"Was, Jake?" Parson Jones looked at the big bony face sympa-
thetically, trying to recall the name Ellie in recent death notices.
"Yeah, she drownded 'n it was my fault. Ya coule! say I killed
'er." .The loungers on the spittle-stained porch sat up, their eyes fixed
on Jake's miserable face. He looked round the circle of rhythmically-
working jaws, then pulled out a wad of tobacco and whittled himself
a mouthful.
"Co on, Jake." Henney Henderson urged him. The others
nodded eagerly, repeating, "Go on, Jake."
"I ain't told nobody 'bout this, but now I gotta talk ta somebody.
Ellie was a wornan'd suit any man-didn't talk much, couldn't hardly
get a word outa 'er sometimes. But ya could tell she hated the Little
Fork-c-hated any water, fer that matter, but ex-pecially the Little
Fork.
"I mind the day I found 'er plain as anything. The year the
Little Fork flooded over the Cavens' corn patch, right after Mac
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Cavens'd plowed it up fer plantin'. I'd been out in my boat, first
day it flooded, lookin' fer a stray chicken er two without no owner
'n as I was driftin' by the Cavens' place I spotted somethin' splashiri'
'n rilin' the water somethin' awful. So I worked my way towards
the spot quick's I could '11 found a woman kickin' 'n strugglin' ta keep
on topa the water. Well, I pulled 'er inta my boat 'n wrapped my
extra tarp 'round 'er, so's she wouldn't take pewmonie on topa the
cold she'd prob'ly already got. Well, she was shiver in' 'n shakin'
too much ta talk, so I took 'er ta my shack ta get dry. Natcherly I
couldn't let 'er run around like that, all cold 'n wet. . . ."
"Natcherly," agreed Pop, leering toothlessly at Jake. "He, he, he."
"Ya 01'. . . ." Jake advanced toward the frail snowy-haired
heckler, threatening him with an upraised fist.
"Now, now, boys," soothed the Parson. "Go on, Jake."
"Well, I got 'er dry '11 found out she was a cousin of the Cavens',
from up near Little Rock. The Cavens'd piled inta their boat ta go
ta high ground, but the boards'd rotted through the winter 'n the boat
collapsed 'em all inta the water. Ellie was the only one left kickin'
when I got there. She was scared ta death of Little Fork after
that-always went big-eyed 'n pale when I even said the name. 'N
she went around, queer-like, after that, too-looked like a scared
rabbit in a trap.
"But cook-that Ellie could cook circles around any female I
ever knowcd any place. She fixed up my cabin real cheerful, too-
even put up checkery curtains so's I couldn't see outa the windows."
"Ah, yes, Jake, marriage is a wonderful institution," Parson
Jones beamed approvingly.
"Well, Parson, we never did get around ta a preacher fer marryin',
but Ellie didn't mind. Folks scared 'er though 'n I figured she was
happier with someone of 'er own to look after. But her hein' afraid
of the Little Fork bothered me some. I had ta go up 'n down the
river, once in a spell, '11 she'd either got ta fish some er do without
eatin' till I got back. So I made 'er go out in the boat one day with
me so's she could get used ta the feel of the water, but in the middle
of the Little Fork, she got scared 'n wild-like. The boat turned
over. Poor Ellie ... ," J ake's voice cracked. Turning abruptly, he
stumbled off the porch of Pop's hardware-variety store and headed
toward his shack.
"\IV ell, what do you make of that?" Parson Jones questioned the
group softly.
"There ain't no Ellie, Parson. Why, that Jake's got brats scat-
tered all up 'n clown this county-plenty ta carryon the family
name-if he was ta give it ta 'em. But I ain't heard of any green-
eyed, yeller-haired Ellie around here. No siree!" Pop emphatically
answ~red th.e ~~rson. Looking aft~r Jake, 1;: whirled his stubby
forefinger significantly and tapped hiS head. He, he, he."
